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Have twice began on theſe Subjects with a little Poetical Eday, on 
and it has not been ungrateful; I always love to begin my Work 
chearfully —— | hope, the Point, I am now upon, ſhall end 
chearfully to bath Nations. 

1 any Man charge the Dulneſs of my Verſe r pon t! e Coldneſs of 
the Climate, and ſay, they cannot be good, becauſe they are made in Scor- 
land ; that a barren Soil makes a barren Fancy, aud the lite: I take it u 

my ſelf to acknowledge, that however dull the Genius of tt Author may 
be, the Inſpirations of the North are every Way equal to thoſe of the South, 
and the Muſes are as apt to Harmony .bere, as in any other Part of F:itain. 
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The Following. is but a Fragment, and Time perhaps may produce the ‚ 
Rematnder. 


On 
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On the approaching UN Io of the two 
Kingdoms. 


E ACE from the North dawns like the riſing Day, 
And jarring Natic»s calmer Laws obey; 
Uniting Britain from Contention free, 
Shall change her Feuds and Chaias for Peace and Liberty. 
The envying Nations for Defence prepare, 
The yaſt ConjugAion learns gfe World to fear. 

The Tendency of things fOretells the Holy, 
Hell, France and Rome in vain oppoſe their Power. 
A thouſand Years of Blood may well ſuffice, 

Too dear the Purchaſe, and too cheap the Prize. 
While two brave Nations circumſcrib'd in Place, 
The ſame in Merit, and the ſame in Race; 

In conſtant Feud and War, in Waſt and Spoil, 
With Blood and Rapine have peſſeſd the Iſie. 
Fatal the Strife, when Brethren draw the Sword, 
The double Rage by Sence of Crime procur'd ; 
Fatal the Strife, when Men of Fire contend, 

And equal Nations equal Rights defend ; 

Fatal the Strife, when Britain's Sons make War, 
Equal in Gallantry and Fame th' appear, 

And Courage only made afraid to fear. 

Bleſs'd be the Day, and wing'd with Joy it flies, 
Foretelling Augurs, whiſper it from above the Skies; 
When Hand in Hand they ſhall conſent to fight, 

Abroad to conquer, and at Home Unite! EE 

England no more ſhall ro her Loſs ſubdue, 

And Victim Scots the Conquerors purſue 3 
England ao more ſhall meanly leara to fly, 
And Bannoc bourn ſhall ſink in Hiſtory 3 
Scotland no more ſhall Banks of Trent invade, 
And Flodden Plains be in Oblivion laid. 

Unnatural War | When we retreat to view 

Our ancient Feuds, and match them with the new. 

For what ſtrange Trifles have theſe Nations fought, 

W hat Seas of noble Blood, how cheap let out, 

What Monuments of Slaughter ſtil] remain, 

On every Mountain and in every Plain When 
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When uu Animeſities excite, : 
And big with Rape, the =” Nations fight. 

Never was War with /o much Heats purſu'sd, 

Never two Nation; bury'd ſo in Blood; 
Never two Nations fought ſo much in vain, 
To ſo mnch Lofs, and to ſo little Gain. 

The bluſhing Hiſt'rys as aſham'd to name, 
The ſmall Minute Beginnings of the Flame; 
Meer — the 1 Vice of War, 
When Pride and Folly, and Pride prepare: 

Wiſely in . bur y the Record, mY 
And turn to Song the Trophies of the Sword; 

By Sports and Jeſts deſcribe the Fields of Blood, 
And Chivy Chaſe the Shams of War conclude. 

Ti time ro think, Fate ſummons to abey 
The black Accounts of every hloody Day; 
How all that Gallant Blood has been miſpent, 
The Natior's old; tis high time to repent. 

Britannia mourns for Peace, in Peace delights, 
And thrives but j»ft 4 faf, as ſhe unites; 
Hark, how of ancient Breaches ſhe complains, 
And view her Care to cheriſh the Remains. 

How, had ſhe ſat as Exrope's Empreſs now, 

And ſince made the 4 Eagles bow; 
Eclips'd the Emblematick Gabck Sun, 
And darkn'd Mabemer's inſulting Moon. 

Britain how fitted to command the Globe, 

Her QUEEN, how bright, how ſuited to the Robe 
Of General Government, for Truth alone 
Gives Merit for an Univerſal Throne! 

Britain, bow bleſ?d with Heroes for Command, 
That Goverament and Conqueſt underſtand ; 
That firſt brought up in Virtus Martial School, 
Know how to conquer, and know how to rule. 
Pity ſuch Blood ſhould to her Fame be loſt, 

The Miſcheif's all her own, her «wn the C. 

With what R do Neigbour Nations ſee, 
The of this new Felicity ! 

Hel ftrives, their Party ſtruggles to excite, 
And Europe tremble,» leſt they ſhould Unite. 


